mice die in the walls of the apartment, usually hear the scurrying sound, small crawls guiding their way through 
the dark narrow spaces between wood and drywall. when the sounds stop i begin to smell them, i suspect they 
have been poisoned or trapped in a space where they cannot get out. the smell will generally last 6 days or so. 



i turned off the water faucet in the kitchen, after the last of the water drained from the basin i heard a 
slight dripping sound, i decided to open the cupboard and survey the area under and around the pipes, 
at first glance i saw strategically placed tin cans for catching stray droplets of water, then behind an 
empty glue trap i saw a small abstract shape, as soon as i realized the shape was hairy, my gut 
reaction was to close the cupboard, i composed myself and then slowly opened the cupboard again, i 
carefully inspected the shadows of the space, as my eyes adjusted, i focused on the base of the pipe 
where the wood floor of the cupboard has been notched out. what once was a mouse had apparently 
lodged their head into a small gap between the wood floor and metal pipe. 

steel wool now takes the mouse’s place. 


surveillance07 





the second time i saw what was once a human body was at a funeral home, my uncle had passed away in his 
sleep one evening with no conclusive reason as to why. my family requested a private viewing before the body 
was to be cremated, as i looked down at the table i turned my head from one side to the other, i took out one of 
the business cards my uncle had made for himself and i gently tucked it in the left breast pocket of a button up 
shirt that dressed the body, i was in the room by myself, as i turned to walk back through the threshold of the 
door my legs started to shake and give way. from what i can remember i was caught by family members under 
both of my arms before i hit the ground. 





the body parts of deer are a common sight in the mountains of Colorado. 

as i descended an incline of the valley, i started to see tufts of fur that dotted the side of the hill, as i 
reached the water side i began to smell something that had rotted, i looked back and there beneath a 
tree in the shade i saw a mixture of bones, fur, and organs strewed out on the ground, the meat had 
been meticulously picked clean, the leftover organs slumped against the inside of rib cage. 















when i first consciously fragmented my body i tried to find a way to express ideas about identity or a lack 
thereof, i first explored what i knew through photos, text, and video, fragmented-body became a way to 
process emotions held internal, outside, and around the body, i explored the tension between suddenly giving 
up or losing everything external of the body (shelter / food / material possessions / relationships with 
inorganic/organic objects) and repetitive generation and consumption carried out by the body, i was penetrated 
by a dildo suction cupped to the screen of a crt tv turned on with static played back on the monitor, i inserted 
and ejected gummi bears or whipped cream through the rectum, through acts/scenes like these, i attempted to 
allude to the physicality and the resilience of the body and what might be possible/impossible for the body to 
sustain. 

a stainless steel anal hook attached to a rope passed through a metal eyelet screwed into the frame of 
a doorway, the other end of the rope tethered to an led screen played back a live feed, the body 
positioned on all fours on the wooden floor, movement guided the monitor up or down and swayed side 
to side. 
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